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The Romance

and a Pretty School Teacher

of a Cave=Man

(Ooprvight, 1918, by Btwet & Bmith.)
CHAPTER I.
A Lady and Two Gentlemen.
RESSED In a plain white shirt walst and an equally plain black
. eloth skirt, Miss Hasal Weir, on week days, was mersly a unit in
the office foroe of Harrington & Bush, implement manufecturers.

Nealther in personality nor

. differentinted her from the other female unjts, ocoupied at various desks, A
oloss obaerver might have notloed that she was a bit younger than the
... others, poascased of a clear skin and large eyes that seemed to bold all the
purple and gray—eyes, moreover, that had not yet begun

m long applioation to clerioal work. A business offios is no
parade her personal charma.

shades
. o weaken

mm a woman W
Nt thers s simply the measurs
¢ isdgers.

o that If any member of the firm had been asked what sort of a |
. girl Miss Hazel Weir might be, he would probably have replied—and with
th—that Miss Welr was a capable stenographer,
But when Saturday evening released Miss Hasel Weir from the piain

-~ ptmont tru

° “hiek office bullding she becamo, until
she donned her working clothea at
séven A. M. Monday morning, quite a

. t sort ol a parson.
» pon A certaln Saturday mnight
5 g Welr came home from an In-

> mal littie riy escorted by w
< Yeung man. ey stopped at the

front gate,

., "I'lt be hers at 10 aharp,’ sald he.
. “"And you get & good beauty sleep to-
. t, Hasal. That confounded offica!
.. I bate to think of you drudging away
at it. I wish we wers ready to''—

“Oh, bother ths office!™ ahe replied

w. “] don't think of it out of
il hours. Anyway, 1 don’t mind.

Tt dosan’t tira me, I will be ready

at 10 this tims, Good night, dear.”

-, Ilii;: Hazls,” he whispered,

‘lz‘. a to dream on.'

? gava the lle, next day, ta the
aaying that a woman is never ready at
the appointed time by being on_ the
ateps o full ten minutes before Jaok
Barrow appeared. They walked to the
corner and caught a oar, and in the
span of half an hour got off at Gran-
villa Park.

When Jack Barrow and Hazel had
fnlahed their lunch “lmt“r the tm‘i
*~in company with a littie group o

thelr acquaintances, Hazsl gathered

seraps of bread and cuke Intlo A paper

carriage passed slowly, a solemn,
Iveried conchman on tha bhox, a
handsome, smooth-shaven mnan
~thirty-five and a richly gowned wom-
an leaning buck and looking out over
' the pond with bored ayes that
i ' Jaat, the half-gynieal, half-contemp-
tuous sxpression on the two faces,
" impresssd Hazel Welr far more than
tha showy esquipage, the outward
mauifestation of wealth,
| “Laok,” she murmured; "here’'s an-
other of tha plutocrats, ons of my
sateomed omployers, it you plense.
Youll notice that he's walking and
jooking st things Just like us ordi-
nary, every-day mortala”
Barrow glanced past her and saw
y a rather tall, middle.aged man, his
hatr tinged with gray, a fins-Jookine
man, dressed with exceeding nlcd!
sven tu n flower In hia cont lapel
walking slowly along the path tht
bordersd the pond, He stopped o
faw vards beyond them, and stood
idly glancing over the smooth streicn
cof water, his gloved hands resting
\ o the knob of a  sliver-mounted

——

cans,

|| Presently his gnze wandersd to

them, and the cool, well-bred stare

- gradually gave way to A slightly

‘ puszled sxpression. He moved a step

< "~ or two, agd seatsd himself on a

pench, Miss Weir bocame aware that

| ha waa looking at her most of the

{ time as she snt casting the bits of
bread to the swans and ducks.

“How do you do, Miss Welr?" |.;ld
he. "Qulte a pleasant afternoon.’

To the best of Harel's knowledge,
Mr, Andrew Bush was lttle given to
frendly recognition of his employees,
particularly in public.

Miss Welr waa unprepared for
what subsequently transpired as &
rpmult of that cnsual encounter with
\be managing partner of the firm.

It was, therefors, something of a
aurprise to be calied Into the oMua

' af the managing partner on Tues.
day afterncon. Bush's privats sis.
nographer sat at her machine in cne
corner,

. Mr, Bush turned from his desk at
i  itasol's entrance. X

“Misy Weir,” he sald, T wish you to
iaka some lettors.”

When sha was seated, Bush took
1ip & mheaf of lotters, and dictated

' paphies. - Though rapld, his enuncla-
tion waa perfectly clear, and liazel
faund herself getting his words with
creater suse than she had expectsd

sfhat's all, Miss Welr, he sald

when he reached the last Iletter.

“Rring those in for verification and

“ sifmature as scon A8 you can get

* them dons."

B | istation to you yeater-
day was o the nature of a tryout,
Miss Welr,” he fnally volunteered.
"Miss Morrison has asked to be trans-

Next day he sent for.her again.
y—ah—q

ferred to our Midland branch. Mr,
Allan pecommended u. You are
pative of Granvills, T understand?”

e “Yeu'" Haszel answersl, wondering
' “witiq that had to do with the poaition
sty Morrison had vacated,

o that case you will not lkely
N ‘a‘?odrum of leaving middenly,” he

¥ Wuﬂ;u new Auties began. There
waa an alr of quist In the private of-
fies, p greater Tuxury of appointment,
Whlelh suited Mins Hazel Welr to a
nhesty. The work was no mors aim-
Mt than she had heen acoustomed
‘to dolng-n trifle less In volume, and
mores exacting In attention to detail,
afd necessarily mora confldential, for
Mr., Androw Hush had his finger tips
on the pulsing heart of & blg busi-

nesn,

The alze of the check which Hazel
received In her weekly envelope waa
inoressed far bevond her expeota-
tlemm. Nelly Morrlson had drawn
1 ty dollurs & week, Misa Hazel
Welr drow twenty-five—a substantial
ingréase over whit she had recelved
In the shipping department,

Things moved along In  routine
channels for two months or more
before agel hecame pctively aware
that & subtle change was growing
manifest in the ordinary manner of
Mr. Andrew Hush, 8he shrugged her
shouldora at the {dea at first. Put
sho WS A WOmMAN; MOrsOver, & wo-
man of Intelllgence, her percoptive
facultion naturally keen.

The frst symptom was fowars,
Aadnty bouquets of which began !g

on her desk. Colncldent wit

Mr. Burh evinced an Inclination

ft into talk on subiects nowies

to business. Hasel aocepted
tribute to bher sex reluctantly,
i

s

of of Jack Rarrow. Of course it was

In garb would a casual glanca have

The measure of her
of her efMolency at her machine or

Ipr

giving him no encouragement to over- |
stop the normal bounda of cordiality,
Bhe was absolutel |
and of her love for Jack Barrow. |
Furthermore, Mr. Andrew DBush,
though well presorved, was drawing
close to Afty—and she was twanty-
two, That In ltsel! reassured her.

sure of herself

PBut Mr, Bush took her breath away
At & time and in A manner totally un-
sxpectad. He finlahed dictating al
‘batoh of letters one afterncon, and !
sat tapping on his deak with a pencil.

“Hazel," he sald bluntly, “will you
marry meft

“Mr. Bush!" ahe protested, and tried
to release her hand,

But Mr. Bush had no Inteation of
allowing ‘her to do that.

“I'm in deadly earnest,” he sald.
“I've loved you ever since that Sun-
day I saw you in the park feeding the
swans, 1 want you to be my wife.
Wil you?

“I'm awfully sorry,” HMasel atam-
mered, HBhe was just the least bit

1 - . -
Z
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E)gé('l' ME THAT '"smu“ﬂj]
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frightened. The man who stared at
her with burning eyes and spoke to
her In & woloa that quiversd with
emotion was mo Aiferent from the
calm, repreassd Individual she had |
known as her employer. “Why,
you're'— The thing that was up-
parmoat in her mind, and what she
came near saying, was=: “You're old
enough to ba my father.” And bealde
him there Instantly fashed a vislon

abaurd —oven though she appreciated
the honor. Rut she did not finish the |
sentence that way. “T don't—oh. it's |
simply Impossible, I couldn't think
of much a thing."

“Why not?" he naked. “I Jove g
You know *hat—You ran sen 1t ,:?1??
¥you He leaned a little nearer, and |
forced her to meet his gaze “f ocan
make you happy; I can make you lmr.'
mae, I enn give you all that o woman
conld ank.™

G I TR T A" S—

He interrupted her quickly. “Per-
birps 've surprised and confused you

my Impulsiveness,” he continued.
St Ve had no chance to meet

u osocinlly.  Sitting hers In the
Cffice, secing vou day after day, I've

vl to hold myself In check. And a
man on'y does that so long, and no
longer, Parhaps right now you don’t
foel an 1 do, but T can teach you to
foal that way. [ can glve you svery.
thing—money, sociul poaition—avery-
thing that's worth having—and love.
I'm not an ampty-lended boy. 1 omn

maks you love me'

“You conldn't,” Hazel answered
fintly.

Hin face clouded “You ars en-
Eaged ™

“Yen '

He got np and stond over her. *To
some  self-centred eub-some puny
egotist in his twentles, who'll make
you a slave to his needs and whims,
and diseard you for another womnan
when yon've warn out your youth

and beauty,” he crisd, "But yon
won't marry him, I won"t st you!"
Miss Welr ross. “T think I shall

go home,” she sald stendlly.
“You shall do nothing of the sort]
There I8 no sensa In your running

away from me and giving riss to
gossip—which will  hurt  yourself
only,"”

“I am mnot running away, but 1
can't stay hera and listen to suoch
thinga from you, TIt's impossible, un-
Aer the elrcumstances, for me (o con-
tinus working here, so I may as well
go now."

Rush stenned past her and shappad
the lateh on the aMes door. 1 shan’t
permit It" he sald passionately, “Girl,
yvou don't seem to reallze what this
means to me. | want yon—and I'm
golng to have you!"

“Pleass don't ba melodramatic, Mr.
Bush,"

“Melodramatio! If it 1a melodrama
for a man te show a littls genuine
fesling, I'm guilty, But I was never
more {n eamest in my MHfe, I want a
chance to win you. I value you above

any woman I have ever met. Moast ,

women that"—

“Most women would jump at the
ohance,” Hazel interrupted., *Well,
I'm not mosat women. I don't consider
myaelf as a marketabls commodity,
nor my looks as an ald to driving &

d bargain in a matrimonial way,
simply don't care for you as you
would want me to—and I'm very sure
1 never would. And, seaing Lthat you
do feel that way, 1t's better that we
shouldn't be thrown together as we
are here, That's why I'm going.”

“That is to say, yvou'll resign he-
oatne 1've told you I care for you and
wroposed marringe?' he remarksd.

“Exactly, It's the only thing to do
under the clronmstances.”

“(iive me a chance to show you that
I onn mnake you happy,” he pleaded,
‘Dan’t leave, Btay here, where 1 can
at least sea you and speak to you 1
won't annoy you, And, you can't tell,
After you get over this surprise

might find yourse!f Hking me better.”
. t's just the troubles,” Hasel
pointed out. *If I were here you

would be bringing this subject up In
spite of yourselt., And that can only
cause pain. 1 can't stay.”

“l think you had betlar reconalder
that,' he said; and a peculiar—an
ugly—1ight cropt into his eyes, “un-

O, WHAT S
THE USE ’

may not have come to your atten-
tlon: 1 never atop struggling for
what T want, And 1 never forgive
or forget an Injury or an insuit”

*Well™ Hazel was beginning to
see o aide of Mr. Andrew Bush hith-
erto unauspeoted,

"Well? he re od. “If you drive
me to It, you will find yourself draw-
Ing the finger of gossip. Almo, you
will find yourself unable to secure A
position In Granville. Also, you may
find yourself losing the—er—rogard
of  this—ah—fortunats individual
upon whom you have heatowed your
nffections; but youll never loss
mine,” he burat cut wildly. “When
you get done butting your hend against
the wall that will mysateriously rise
In your way, I'll bea walting for you.
That's how I love. I've never falled
in anything I ever undertook, and
1 don't ecars how 1 fight, falr or
foul, @0 that I win."

“This 1=n't the fifteenth centurv*
Haasel lot her Indignation flare, “and

I'm not at all afraid of any of the
things you mentlon, Even If you
conld possihly bring thoesa things

about, It would only make me despise
vou, which I'in in a fair way to do
now. FEven If T weren't engaged, I'd
never think of marrying & man old
enough to be my father—a man whose

haven't given him a sense of
either dignity or decency. Wealth and
soelal poaition don't modify gray haire
and advancing age. Your threats are
an insnlt, This isn't the stone age,
Even if it were,” she concluded cut-
tingly, “you'd stand a poor chanoe of
winning a woman agninst a man like
~well"—— Bhe shrugged her ehoul-
dera, but she was thinking of Jack
Barrdw's broad shoulders, and the
aflight of stalrs,

enay way he went u

threa stepa A&t a fm-. “Well, any
ung man.”
With that thrust, Missa Hazel Welr

turned to the rack whers hung her
hat and coat, Bhe waa thoroughly
angry, and her employment In that
office ended then and there so far an
she was concerned,

Bush caught her by the shoulders
bafors she took a second atep.

“Ciray halrs and advancing age!”™ ha
sald, “So T strike you as approach-
ing eenllity, 4o IT 111 show you
whether I'm the worn out spscimen
you seam to think Tam. Do you think
'l give you up Just hecauss 1've
made you angry? Why, I lova vou
the mare for it—K only makes ma the
mora dstermined to win you™

“You ecan't. [ dislike you maore
every mecond, Take your hands off
ms, pleass, Be a gentleman—If you
can.”

For answer he caught her up cloan
to him, and there was no sign of de-
eadent fores in the grip of his arms.
He kissed her; and , In blind
rage, fresd ons arm, and etruck at
him map fashion, her hand doublsd
inte a small fist. By the grace of
chance, the blow landed on his nose,
Thers was force enough behind it to
draw hlood. He stood back and
fumbled for his handkerchief, Bome-
thing tl:u sounded like an oath es-
ol him,

less you desire to lay yourself open anel stared, , astounded.
to belng the moat talked-of young Rha was not at all sorry; she was
woman in this town, where you were perhaps a trifls amed, Tt
horn, where all your frienda Ifve. seemed unwomanly to strike. But

M?{n‘r disagreeable things might re-
sult”

“That msounds Mke a threat, Mr,
Hush, What do you mean?
“I mean just what I msay. T will

admit that mine is, perhaps, a selfish
passion, If you insist on making
ma ffer, 1 shall do as much for
v/ 1 believe in paying all debts in
full/ even with high interest, There
are two characteristios of mine which

the humor of ths thing appealed tn
her most strongly of all. In spite
of hersslf, she mmliled as she raached
once more for her hat, And this
time Mr. Bush did not attempt to
restrain  her.

Bhe breathed a algh of rellsf when
aha had gained the strest, and she
44 not In the least care if her de-
p’,rfun during business hours ex-
ofnd any o in the maln of-

1 .

flce. Moresover, she was doubly glad
to he away from Bush, The expres.
slon on his fuce as he drew back and
stanched his bhiceding nose had mo-
mentarily chilled her,

“He looked perfectly devilish,'” ahe
told herself. "My, I loathe that mant
He s dangerous. Muarry him? The
idea!"

She knew that sha must have cut
him deeply in a man's tendereast spot
~hin solf.entecm. But just how well
she had gauged the look and I-

bllities of Mr. Andrew Bush, Haszel
scarcely realized,
“1 won't tell Jaeck,” she reflectad,

“He'd probably want to thrash him,
And that would stir up a lot of hor-
rid talk. Dear me, that's one axperi-
ence I don't want repeated. I won-
der If ha mada court to his first wils
in that high-handed, love-me-or-I'll-
beat-you-to-death fashion?"

Bhe laughnd when she caught her-
salt scrubbing vigorously with hep
handkerchlef at the place whorsa his
tips had touched har cheek. She wan
primitive enough in her instincts to
feal n trifte glad of having retalinted
in what her training compslled her
to consider a “perfectly hoydenish'
manner. But shes coyld not deny
t:‘ml. It had proved wonderfully effec-
tive,

——

CHAPTER 11.

“I Do Give and Bequealh.”

HEN Jack Barrow called

agaln, which happaned to be

that very evening, Hanal

told bim aslmply that she

had left Harrington & Bush without

entering Into any explapation except

the general opa that shis had found it

impossible to get on with Mr, Bush In

her new poaition. And Jack, being

more concerned with ber than with

hor work, gave the matier soant at-
tentlon.

This was on a Friday. The next
forenoon Hazel went Adowntown.
When she returned, a little before

eloven, the mald of all work was put-
ting the last touches to her room.
The gir! polnted to an oblong packags
on A ohalr,

“That came for you a littla while

ago, Misa Welr,' she sald “Mr.
Bush's carriage hrought 1.

"Ar Bush's carringe!™ Hanel
achoed.

“Yeon'm. Regular awell tarnout,

with a footman In brown livery. My,
you could see the girls peeking all
plong the square when It plopped at
our door, It quile fustered the

missus,'
Roses—two dosan long stemmed La

Frances—filled the room with thelr
delicate odor when sbe removed the
pusteboard cover, And ast sdgowlse
among the stems she found hia card.
Misg Welr turned up hor small nose,

“1I wonder If he sends these as
sort of peace offering?’ she snoried.
“l wonder if a faw houras of reflection
has made him realize jJust how ex-
ceedingly caddish he acted? Well,
Mr. Bush, 1I'll return your unwaelouis
gift — though they are beautiful
Howers."

The next dav—Sunday—she spent
with Juck Harrow on a visit to his
cousin In & nesarby town. They
partod, as was thelr custom, at the
door, It was still sarly in the evo-
nipg—eight-thirty or thersabout—and
Hazel went lnto the parlor on the
first foor, Mrs. Stout and one of her
boarders sat thers, chatting, and at

Hasel's entrance the Iandlady greeted job,

her with a startling bit of news:

“Evenin’, Miss Wair. "Ave you 'eard
about My, Hush, pors gentleman?”
Mirs, Stour wans very Fnglish,

“Mr, Bush? No. What about him*™
Hagel resented Mr. Bush, his nsine
and his afMalrs belng brought to her
nttention at every turn, She deaired
nothing so much since thit seens i
the ofMice as to ignore hin exintenos,

“'I9 was 'url shockin' bad this
awft'noon,” Mra, Stout related, “Out
‘orseback ridin’, and ‘in ‘orso ran awny
with "im and fell on “im. Fell all of a
‘ap, they say. Terrible—toerrible!

he pore man isn't expocted to live,
‘Is back's broke, they say. W't a
pity! Bhockin’ accident, indeed.”

That evening, whilsa Jack waa
oalling, a liveriad footman arrived
with & note for Haszel,

The note was briof and to the polnt:

Miss Welr: Mr, Hush, belng seri-
oualy Injurad and unable to write,
blds me to sisy that bhe Is very
unxlous to see you, He sends his
carriage to convey you here, Hia
physicinns fear he will not survive
the night, hence he bega of you to
comey Very truly,

ETHEL B, WATSON, Nurss in
Walting,
“The |dea! Of course 1 won't. 1|

waouldn't think of such a
Hazel exclalmed
“Just & second”

thing!™
she sald to the

footman.

Over on tha parlor mantel lay some
sheels of puper and anvelopes Shun
borrowed n pencil from Barrow atid
seribbled & bhrlof refusal, The fotman
departed with har answar Hazel

turned to find Jack stariiyg his puzzle
ment,

“What did be want?™' Barrow asked
bluntly. "“That was the Bush turn-
out, wasn't {t1

“You heard about Mr. Bush getting
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hurt, didn't you?" ahs Inguired,

"HSaw It in the puper, Why?"

“Nothing, exvept that lia Is sup-
poscidl Lo be dying -and he wanted to
see me, AL least—well, road the
nots,” Hazel annwoered,

Barrow glanced over the missive,
and frowned.

“What do you supposs he wanted to

see you for?' he askad,
“How should I know?" Hasel
evaded,

dhe falt a reluctance. to enter into
any explanationn. That would neces:
sitate tellinig the whole story, and sho
falt some dellcacy about relating It
when the man Involved lay near Lo
death,

The next day's papers containad tha
obituary of Mr. Andrew Buah, He
hnd dind shortly after midnight, Next
day Harel went In search of & new

Her quest endad with the firat place
mhe sought, The fact of two yoears
anrviea  with tha  biggest firm  In
Grnnville was ampls recommendation;
In addition to which the office man-
nger, It developed In thelr cunversa-
tion, hind known her father In years
gone by, So befure 10 o'clock Miss
Hiuzel Welr was sntered on the pay
roll of a furnlture-manufacturing
house,  Threa mornings later the
LO'"I-hcmn girl ut the ul’ﬂro called to
er.

“Some one wanta you on the phone,
Misa Wolr,” ahe sald,

Hagnl took up the Jdongling reé-
celver

"Hello!™

““That yon, Hagel?"

Bhe recogniged the volos, hall guess-
ing It would be he, since no ons but
Juck Barrow would bs likely to ring
her up.

“Surely! Doean't It sound like me?”

“Have you sceén the wmornibng pik-
pera?”

“No! What"—

“Look 'em over. Particularly the
Gurette

The harsh rattla of & TFecalver
sinmmed back on Its hook without

even n “goodby™ from him struck her
Hko a s#lap In the fuce, She hung up
slowly and want back to her work
Novar slnce thelr firat mesating, and
they had not heen exempt from love-
ers’ quarrels, hnd Jack Barrow eaver

spoken to her Like that, Even througn
the tejephone the resentful nets in Lis
vitlie gratsd on her and  mystiid
her

Homething In the papers lny at tha
! it of b bt shie eauld npre
hend nothing ~abmolitely nething
shn told hoeeself hotly, that shonid

make Jaok snarl st hor ke that, His
very manner of conveying the mes-
sake was maddening, put her up in
arinm

! She was chained to her
| whilgh, deaplte her agitation
'.u(wi to wida through
rudical errors—until poon,
|1 intermission guve per

work
he man-

| Gpportunity
to hurry upstroc! and buy a Gazetle
Then, natend of golng home to her
luncheon, whe entered the nearest res-

taurant, Hhe wanied a ehance to read
maore than food. Hha did not unfald
| the paper untll she was ssutod

A ecolumn beading on the front page
|r|n.||'ht her eva, Tha caption ran
“Andrew Bush Leaves Money to
| Htenographer.” And under It ths sub.
| heand: “"Wealthy Manufacturer Makes
Porullar Baquest to Miss Haxsl Weir."”
| The story ran a full column, and
| had to do with the contenta of the
| will, mads public following his Inter-
ment, Thers wis a groat deal of mat-
ter anent the principal heneficiaries,

Hut that which formed ths basis of
the heading was a codicll appandad to
the will & few bhoure before death,
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In which he did “giva and bequeath to
Iazel Wair, until lately in my em-
ploy, the sum of five thousand dollnrs
|in repatation for any wrong | may
huva done her'

THe Gagzette had copled that por-
tion verbatim and wsed It nn & peg
upon whioh to hang some adroitly
worded apeculation ns to what man-
nar of wrong Mr, Andraw Bush could
| have done Miss Hazel Welr. Mr. Bush
wan a widower of ten years' stand-
ing. He had no ehildren. There was
plenty of room in his life for romance,
And wealthy business maen who wrong
pratty stenographers are not such an
unfamiliar type. The Casetts Iin-
clinad to the yellow side of journal-
Ism, and It overlooked nothing that
promised a sensation.

Hazal stared at tha shest and her
face burned. She could understand
now why Jack Barrow had hung up
his recolver with a slam. Hhs could
jplectura him reading that suggestive
'.wnrln and gritting his teeih, Hee
hands clenched Ul the knuckles stood
white under the smooth akin, and
then quite abruptly ahe got up and
left the restaurant sven while n
walter hurriad to taks ber order, If
she had bean A man and versed In
profanity she could have cursed An-

"drew Busb tll hia soul shuddersd on

it journey through infinite apace. Ba.

mg & woman, she wiahed only & quiet
CHAPTER III.

An Explanation Demanded.

AZEL'S pride came to her

H way homs, Instinetively

ahe had turmed to that ref-

uge, where she could lock

proteast againet it all. But she had

done no wrong, nothing of which to be

ashamed, and when the fAirst shock of

het head and refused to consider what

the world at large might think. Ho she

went back to the office at 1 o'clock

avening she sensed that others had

read the Oazette, Not that any one

mentioned {t, but sundry ourious

place 1o ery,

rencue before she was half-
herself in her own room and cry her
| the naws article wdre off she threw up
and took up her work, Long before
glances made her painfully aware of

| the fact.

Mrs. Stout evideatly wus on the
wateh, for she appeared in the hall
almost as the frout door closed behind
Hazel

“ifow de dn, *Ties alrf' ahe groat-
ed. "My, but you fell Into quite & bit
of a fortune, ain't you™"

I only know what the papers say.”

Hazel returned coldly,
S Gyust fancy! You didn't know noth-
tng ahout 1T Mra Sloul regardad
her with frank curiosity. “There's
been two or thres gentiemen from the
pers ‘ere to-day awskin' for you.
sMuyeh terrible feliows to quis one, they
are,”
“Well? Haszel filled In the pause,

“Oh, | just thought I'd tell you™
Mry, Stout obmerved, “that they got
procious littla out o' me. 1 aln’t the
tallin’ kind, 1 told 'em nothink what-
ovir, you may be sure.”

*“T'hey're porfectly welecome to learn
all that ean be learned about me," Ha-
2ol returned quietiy. 1 don't like
powspaper notoristy, but1 can't mus-
zle the papers, and {t's sasy for them
to got my whole history If they want
"

Hhe was on the stalrs when she fin-
iwhed speaking. She had jast reached
the fArst landing whan she heard the
tolephone bell, and a second or two
later the landady called:

“Oh, Misa Weair! Trhgi:dmt"

Narrow's volce halled her over the
ine,

“I'"I ba ont by 1. sald he “We
had hetter take a walk, We can't talk
In the purlor; there'll probablr be &
1ot of old tabbles there out of shesr
curionity.”

SAI right” Tazel ngreed, and hung
up., There were one or two quostions
#lie would hava llked to ask. but she
kuew that eager ears wore clise by,
taking in every word. Anyway, It was
better to walt unti]l she saw him.

She Arossed hernelf, nconsclously
the truly feminine asserted Ita domi-
nanes—tha woman anxious to pleasa
nnd propitiate her lover, She put on
a Aainty summer dress, rearranged
her halr, powdered away all trace of
the tears that insisted on coming na
soon sn #aho reached the sanctuary of
Yior own room. And then ahe watched
for Jack from a window that com-
manded ths street, She had eaten
nothing sinee morning, and the din-
rs-r bell rang unheoded, It did not
obour to her that she was hungry;
her braln was engromsod with other
matters more fmportant by far thanm
food,

Harrow appeared at last. Bhe went
down to meet him before he rang the
tell. Jusmt behind him came a tall
man in & gray sult,  This Individual
turned in at the gate, bestowing A
nod upon Rarrow and a keen glance
nl her am hio passnd

“*That's tirineil,

from the Times*™

Barrow muttered sourly. “Coma on;
tel'n ge! nway from here, 1 supposs
he's after wvou for un Interview.
Fiveryhady in Granvilie's  talking
ahont that legney, |4 seems L me.™
Huxel tuinsd 1n bonld i wilentls
Right wt the sturs she found hepself
eriting Horrow's tanes, his manner.
e hod done pothing o warrnmt sin
fromn hink  Put she loved him,
til i e conld eanvines him
Phoet It was ng mure thin 8 pasuing
uapleaspniness for whicli she was in
nowise ta blame
“ank It Harrow growled, hefors
they hoad traversod the first bhlook
“Here comes Grinol!! 1 supposs that

old cat of o lnndindy
No dodeing him now
“Phare v no aprthly
whowld dodes hiin, as
e repllvsd sty
excaped oriminal’
Harrow shrugged his ahoulders in A
way that made Hazel bring her teeth
togathar and want to shaks him

pointed us out
"

reason why 1
¥l puat -

“I'm no! an

Grinell by then wiasa hurrying up
with long strides. Hat in hand, he
bowed to her. “Miss Harzel Weir, 1
Laliava™" ha Interrogated,

“Yes,” sha confirmed.

“I'm on the Times, Miss Wair,"
Gringll went strafight to the businass
in hand. “*You are aware, | prosumas,

that Mr. Andrew Busbh willed you a
s of money umder rather pecullar
conditiona=that s, the bequest was
worded In a pocullar way., Probably
you have scan a roferencs to it in the
apers. It has caussd a great deal of
terast. The Times would be plessed
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to have a statement from you which
will tand to set ot rest the curipsily
of the public. Homa of the other
papera hava Indulend In unpiensant
innendos, Wa would be pleased to
pultish your side of Lthe matter. It
would ba an axcellent Way for you te
qulet the nasty riinots thet are going
the ronnda.”™

“I have no statement to make,”™
Hazal snid coldly, "I am not lﬂ‘.y"
least concerned with what the papdrs
print or what psople say. ] absolutely
refune to disouss the matter.”

Orinell continued to point out—with
the persistence and perauasive logic
of & good newspaper min beat on
learning what his paper wants to
know—the desirabllity of her giving
forth a statement. And in the midet
of his argument Hazel bads him &
curt “good evening™ and walked on.
Harrow kopt step with her. Grinell
gave It up for a bad job evidently,
for ha turnsd back.

They walked live bhlocks withowt
word. Haeel glanead at Barrow now
and then, and obmorved with ap un-
comfortable mioking of hor haart that
bo wan sullen, openly resentful, sus-
plelous,

“Johnnie-boy,” ahe sald suddenly,
"don't look so eross.  Burely you don’t
blame me becauss Mr, Bush wills me
A sum of money in & way that makes
peupls wonder™

“I ean't understand 1t at all" he
sald slowly. “It's very
deucedly unpleasant. y should he
leave you money at all? And whz
shotuld he word the will as he 4id
What wrong did he ever do you ™

“None,” Hazel nnlv!fui shortly.
Hin tone wounded her, cut her deep,
#o eloquent was It of distrust. “The
only wroug he Las done me II.: in
willing ma that money as he 4id,

“But there’'s an sxplanation for
that,” HBarrow declared moodily
“There's a key to the myatery, and |*
I.?‘M, has it you have. What Is
t .

“Jack,” Haza) pleadad, “don't talk In
that tone with me. | can't stand it—
I won't. I'm not & Httls child to ba
soolded and browbeaten, This morn.
inm n you talsphoned you wars
alniont InsuMing, and (t bhurt me
dreadfully, You're angry now, and
suspleloun. You seem to think I must
Lhave done some dreadful thing. |
know what you'rs thinking, The
Gumetta hinted at some ‘affalr’ be-
twean ma and Mr. Bush; that pos.
sibly that was & sort of left-handw!
reparation for ruining me. [If that
didn't make me angry [t would amuse
me—it's 8o absurd. Haven't you any
faith in me ot all? I haven't done
anvihing to be ashamed of. I'we gol

mmlnq to conceal.' Ry

= t eoncasl It

mutterad sulkily. “T've got a right
to know whataver there Is to know 1f
I'm molng to marry you. You dom't
peam to have any idea what this sort
of talk that's going around means to
a man."”

Hazel stopped short and faced him.
Hor heart poun
burt pride and rising anger ch
for an Instant. But she to
speak calmly, perhaps with ded
calmnesa by reason of the struggie
she was compelied to make for seif-
comtrol.

“If you are moing to marry me”
she repeated, “you have got a right to
know all there Is to know. Have [ re-
fused to explain? 1 haven't haé much
chance to explaln yet. Have I re-
fused to tell you anything? If you
e¢var thought of anybody healde your-
self, you might be asking yourse’
how all this talk would affect a gir!
like me. And, besides, I think from
your mannsr that you've already eon-
demned me—rfor what? Would any
roasonable explanation make an lm-
pression on you in your present fram~
of mind? [ don't want to marry you
If you can’t trust me. Why, ¥ 1
~1 wouldn't-—-marry you any time, or
ary piace, under those eonditious, n.»
matter how muoch I may foollshly
care for you."

“There's just one !.le. Hazel."
Barrow parsisted stubbornly. "“Thers
must have been something between
vou and Bush, He sent wera 1o
vou, and 1 mysalf saw when he waws
hurt he sent his carriags to bring you
to his house, And then be leaves you
this money. Thore was something b
twean yut‘ai and | wanl:.:ouk:or vu-mlf
it was, You'rs not p '
nLoumu on your diguity ud. talkdn g
about my not trusting you lostead of
explalning these things™

“A short time ago,”’ Hasd told him
quietly, "Mr. Busb asked me t0 marry
tim. [ refused, He''—

“You refuscd!” Barrow Inlerrupled
cynically. “Most giris would have
jumped at the chance.”

“Jack!" she protested,

“Wall,” Dar ow defended, “he was
almost & millonaire, and rv:'.:u
nothing but my hands and my A
Pt suppose you did refuse him. How
doos that ascount for the Gve thou.
aand dollaraT™

“1 think,” Hawssl Qung back passion -
ately, “U'll let you find that out for
yuurself. You've sald enough now Lo

minko me hate you almos.. Your very
musnner's an insult”

“If you don't like my manoer’—
Horrow retorted stormily. Then he ou!

him mentence in two and glared ar her
Hor eyos glistened with slow welling
tears and she bit nervously at her un-
der lip. Barrow shrug his shou!l.
dern, The twin devils of jealonsy and
iis rust were ridine him hard, and 1t
Harliol over Hare! that in Bis mind ahe
wns prejndged, und that her “"w
tiot, o whie made it, would enly add
(el to the Nume, Moreover, she stood

apon rebellion at being, so Lo speak.
ful oo the raek

She turned abraptly and left him.
What dul it matter, anyway? Bhe
was too proud to plead, and It was
waorss than useless to explain,

That evening & messenger bey
brought her a package,

She oponed It hastily. A swift heaart
sinking followed. In the small eard.
oard box rested a folded m
thrust in it o small gold sti
only thing she had ever given Jack
Harrow Thers was no messags. She
needed nons ta understand.

The sparkle of the small dlamond
o her foger drew her gase. She
worked his ring over the knuckle, and
dropoed 11 an the dresser, where the
faee in the silver trame amiled up
i\t her  She stared at the ploture for
one long minute, with unchanging ex-
pression, and suddenly ahe swept It
‘rom the dresssr with a savage awesp
of lier hand, doshed It on the foor,
and stamped It shapeless with her
slippered heel

“Oh, oh!" she gasped. “1 hate you
—~1 hate you! [ desplse you!"

And then whoe herself aevoss

t‘h;‘mlndnm
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